It was a cold day in august. Bill Hawkington had just gotten out of bed, and 
began to rub his eyes, as he glanced out of the window at the rain besplattered 
morning. It had been a rather unusual week. Yesterday in fact had caused him to 
rethink his entire concept of reality. It went something like this; At the beginning 
of the week Bill had slipped on a banana peel. This would not have been so unusual 
by itself, as everyone in the town of Solvang ate six bananas per day. However, as 
his leg twisted upward it suddenly twisted around itself around and around, and 
around; as if it had no bone, or skin, or flesh to stop it. 


This continued on for a full ten minutes, until it stopped. When it stopped, 
Bill froze up for a few minutes, then everything was back to normal. This was the 
only weird thing that happened to Bill, until Wednesday when he noticed an unusual 
sign floating directly overhead in the air. The sign simply read as follows: 
CRITICAL SYSTEM ERROR! PLEASE UPDATE YOUR PROGRAM! This sign flashed 
four times, then it disappeared. At this point Bill had figured out that he was 
living in some sort of simulation, and decided to experiment with it. The next day 
after arriving home from work, Bill got onto his computer and began researching 
various online conspiracies. After only finding weird crap that didn't line up with 
what he had experienced, he decided to visit his hacker friend Rekcah Krasnikov. 


"The universe is a simulation", yelled Bill as soon as Rekcah opened the door. 
"Of korrrse, all coderrs have known that forr long time", she replied. "Then why 
didn't you tell the rest of us?". "Take guess." "Oh." "Here let me show you 
computerr, it will rrreveal secrrets of univerrse to you" Rekcah then pressed the 
button to warm up her computer. It was a 2006 OS El Capitan Mac, much of it was 
held together by rotting duct tape, and it reeked of ancient dust. "How the hell 
does that thing still work?", questioned Bill. "Therre was cut-off date arround 
2005 when apple built computers to last longerr before they programmed them to 
brreak again." After the computer finished booting up, a small flash animation 
titled, "How things work" began to play across the screen. "Wasn't flash 
discontinued 42 years ago?", said Bill. "Shut fuck up", said Rekcah. 


The flash animation started to show a small cartoon man, who was explaining 
things, "Hello he exclaimed'' , “If you are watching this animation that means you 
have recently become one of the green hatters, a international club of the world's 
best hackers.", "If not this animation will cause you permanent brain dablage." 
Rekcah quickly jammed a green top hat over Bill's head. "Now my brain doesn't feel 


like it's punching itself", exclaimed Bill in delight. 


The small flash man on the screen yammered on, "O.K. all hackers know that 
the universe is a simulation, but here is exactly how it works. Our world as we 
know it was created around the real year 1990, according to the wayback machine. 
As computers were very shit at everything in 1990, it worked through a very 
complicated process. Around the very beginning of the year 2000, nearly every 
computer in the world had the same virus. This virus was commonly known as Y2k. 
The manufacturers all pretended that Y2k was simply a computer clock glitch, in an 
attempt to hide the real reason that all of the computers had them. 


You see, all of the major computer manufacturing brands had worked 
together on a program called project Terria. Terria was a secret virus installed on 
every computer since the year 1990. It didn't start out as much, due to connection 
speeds being slow, and network stability being unreliable. However, each computer 
worked with every other computer to create a very poorly simulated universe, 
sorry about that, I meant to say earth. 


The goal of this project was to create a simulated world so similar to their 
owh, that if nuclear war were to strike, all of the billionaires could be safe ina 
vault storage life support tank in an underground bunker with their brains plugged 
into this simulation. This would cause them to enjoy life as if nothing had 
happened, and as the creators of such a world they could program their virtual 
bodies, and reality to be whatever it was that they wanted. They could have 
infinite wealth, they could be indestructible, they could be gods. 


Eventually, as enough people got computers to power the simulation, the 
billionaires decided to remove the access from all of the computers that they 
could in the guise of a Y2k bug fix. When they did this, they transferred the data 
from the computer servers onto larger, more powerful cloud servers that could be 
operated with more security. 


Now that the simulation was fully up and running, the billionaires decided to 
run a few tests. The first billionaire to try it out was Mark Zuckerburg. As soon 
as his brain was plugged into the machine, an alien that someone had initially 
created as a render test (and had forgotten to delete) somehow combined with his 
virtual body. This computer error caused an electrical discharge from a 405.3 
nano-analog capacitator, shooting a 6,000 watt jolt of electricity up Mark 
Zuckerburgs brain. "Well, crap", said the other billionaires. "What are we going to 
do now?" "Let's check his will", said one. 


"In case of death", read the will, "Put my mind into a robot." And so the 
billionaires loaded the alien human hybrid virtual creature mind into a cheap robot 
that they bought at the store. "This flash animation guy really seems to be 
drifting", said Bill, "And everybody already knows that about Mark Zuckerburg." 
"The second billionaire to try out Teria was Steve Jobs. After they plugged him in, 
he reported that his experience inside of Teria was going great. However when 
they attempted to pull out the usb from his head, they made a horrifying 


discovery. The usd stick had gotten fused into his brain cells by the process of 
nano-hydrolysis. Due to this, Steve Jobs was stuck in Teria forever. 


“Well I guess we can use this program if there is nothing else to do, due to 
nuclear war", said Bill Gates. "Otherwise, let's just forget about it" "But enough 
about history", said the cartoon man on the screen that you had probably forgotten 
about at this point. "Now, I will begin to explain how the code works. Our 
universe as we know it is being run on C++. Due to this, it is full of glitches, and 
errors, some of which can be exploited. For example, an experienced coder can 
code the physics of any object to behave differently. For example you could code 
a pencil to generate electric current when flipped upward, (by typing 
warp.advancexi pencil#fgkhjj into a RX modulator) 


However, it is not recommended to code something too big, too complicated, 
or too many things at once. This could cause the simulation to crash. Also, it is 
generally inadvisable to try to code the physics of your body to be different, as all 
objects with modified physics code are inherently unstable, and decompose after 
15 hours. Anyways, here are all the codes that you need to hack the fabric of 
reality:(The man on the screen then proceeded to list all the reality destabilization 
codes that could possibly be necessary for any possible situation.) “And so you 
see", stated Rekcah holding up a glowing pen. “That is how univerrse worrrks". 
"Why did you just tell me all that secret dangerous information that if leaked 
could destroy the entire world?" , questioned Bill. “So the storry can happen," 
replied Rekcah. "Well, that was certainly a lot to take in", "I think i'll go to bed." 


Bill decided to have a slice of toast the next morning when he woke up, at 
first he began to wonder if Rekcah could make his toast twice as large and 
delicious using computer hacking, then he remembered that it would explode. "Oh 
well", thought Bill eating his perfectly normal piece of toast. "Hey wait a minute", 
thought Bill. "With this information I could probably rob many banks." Bill had a 
photographic memory, but it faded within a day's time. Due to this, he proceeded 
to write down all of the reality destabilization codes that Rekcah had shown him. 
"I'm going to be rich", thought Bill, smiling evilly. 

Around noon, Bill traveled to the local department store to purchase a RX 
modulator. "I'm sorry, but we haven't sold those things since 2019", said the man 
behind the counter, giving an awkward shrug. "Well, crap". Bill then drove to the 
Sears. While he was walking in, the giant E fell down behind him. "Hmm, I think 
this might be harder than I thought." Inone last desperate attempt, Bill decided 


to scour Craigslist. Bill found many different postings for RX modulators, however 
many of them were either broken, or very expensive. Finally, after many hours of 
searching, Bill was able to discover a RX modulator that was free, but it was 500 
miles away. Bill did not have a car. 


"Oh well," thought Bill. "I guess I'll just walk 500 miles." And so, Bill 
Hawkington walked 500 miles to pick up the RX modulator. And then he walked 
500 more to get back home. Bill Hawkington plugged in his RX modulator as he 
chuckled to himself. "Reality will soon be within my grasp." Bill then flipped the 
switch on the RX modulator to turn it on. Nothing at all happened. Then Bill 
realized that because he had been away for over 2 weeks, he had not paid his 
electric bill. "Maybe i'll just use the outlet near city hall". Bill finally flipped the 
switch on for the RX modulator. "OK, first things first", "I think I'll code this 
rock here to shoot laser beams when I rub it six times." Bill coded the rock, then 
he walked down to the local bank. “Back off", stated Bill to the guards. “I have a 
rock." 

"Well", said the guards. "We have guns." "Guns beat rock, haven't you ever 
played that game before." "Mine is a laser rock", yelled Bill, rubbing his rock six 
times, and blasting a hole in the wall. "In that case, said the guards." "Here is all 
of the money." "Thanks", said Bill, stuffing the cash into his infinite wallet. Bill 
proceeded to do this for five more banks, then he went to Target and bought all of 
the stuff that they had there. He was having a rather fine day. 


"You see Officer '', said one of the bank guards. "This here guy done 
robbed our bank with a futuristicy laser blaster machine." "Are you on drugs?", 
questioned the officer. "This is Los Angeles'', replied the man. "Everybody is on 
drugs." "That's a fair, and good point." The Officers then dusted the bank vault 
for fingerprints, but they had all been laser-blasted away. "Well, shit", said one of 
the officers, "What are we going to do now?" The two dumb officers then decide 
to radio back to headquarters. The police chief there then decided to call the 
local high constable. It was only a matter of minutes before he showed up. 


High constable Crump was a rather unusual man, especially an unusual high 
constable. It wasn't because he was remarkably fat. Heck, he was so fat that he 
had to tie two belts together to hold his pants up. And it weren't because he was 
stupid. Heck he was so stupid that he had once mistaken his gun for a pickle, and 


tried to eat it. No, the reason that high constable Crump was remarkably unausaul, 
was that he was incredibly good at hiring people. 


Specifically, 7 years ago Crump had hired Ranger Larson. Ranger Larson was 
an incredibly skilled manhunter, who could track down any man within a couple of 
days. Larson had a red leather jacket, sunglasses, and a cool hat. He also smoked 
cigars due to the fact that he had personally tracked down and apprehended the 
incarnate of lung cancer. (He was unaware of the fact that cigars usually cause 
mouth cancer, and not lung cancer.) He loaded his shotgun with 12 shells, one after 
the other. Cachink, Cachink, Cachink, Cachink, Cachink, Cachink, Cachick, Cachink, 
Cahchink, Cachink, Cachink, Cachink. "Who's you want me hunt down, boss?", 
questioned Ranger Larson between puffs of smoke. 


"This guy here.", replied the constable, poking his pudgy finger at a crappy 
photograph that a passerby had taken on his I-Watch. The face of the man in the 
photograph was partially covered by a laser blast, but Larson could make him out. 
"Oh, I recognize that dweeb from high school, thissel be a piece of cake." 


Rekcah Krasnikov was not having a particularly fine day, the green hats had 
emailed her to explain why she had stupidly unleashed such dangerous knowledge 
onto the world, knowledge, that if one idiot hit the wrong key on a RX modulator, 
had the potential to speed up the big freeze of the universe by a three billion fold. 
The email also detailed that she had to meet them in the green hat space lair 
before the next full moon, or they would destroy all of the United States using an 
old toothpick. She decided to embark at once. 


Rekcah had a rather unusual way of transportation for a green hat. Many of 
the society simply used their RX modulators to change erasers and pens into 
quantum teleportation devices that they could use to apparently transport 
instantly with ease. This process was apparently harmless, however Rekcah was not 
such a fool. You see, whenever something is "teleported", (with the exception of 
wormholes) it is simply destroyed and an exact duplicate of it is created. Due to 
this, Rekcah created many temporal intrinsic contraptions for the purpose of 
transportation. 


Her latest design she called the Splin. The Splin was a giant grapefruit with 
multiple toothpicks stuck in the side of it. These spun at high speeds, and 
generated lift using the Higgs-Boson Qausimoto principle. She had gotten the idea 


of coding an aircraft from the legendary old guy who lives in a plane that's stuck in 
a cloud. Old guy who lives in a plane that's stuck in a cloud was once (and 
technically still is) a green hat himself from the earlier days of coding 
experimentation. He had created a airoplane as a render experiment out of a 
corncob, and was having great fun flying it around. He was having so much fun in 
fact, that he forgot that his airplane would explode after 15 hours. 


Coincidentely, at exactly the fifteen hour mark, the man happened to 
be flying directly through a cloud. Now, normally at this point the plane would 
explode, however the simulation was new at the time, and the physics of the semi 
permeable clouds was all glitchy-glitchy. So instead, the plane sort of fused with 
the cloud, and stayed in existence instead of exploding. At first the man 
attempted to leave the airplane and return to the earth, however he soon noticed 
from his vantage point that a new nuclear war seemed to have recently broken out. 


"Well, I do beleive that I shall stay up here a bit", remarked the man to 
himself. After all, he still had his trusty ultra durable, solar powered super ultra 
RX modulator with him(The most powerful RX modulator ever invented.). And he 
could use this to synthesize as much food as he desired as long as he ate it within 
15 hours. (Hydrocloric acid reversed the effect of altered code) The man stayed 
up in the plane in the cloud observing the earth for many days. Eventually he 
realized that everyone on the ground below was most likely dead. "Well we can't 
have that, now can we?" The man thought about what to do for five hours, then he 
got an idea. Why I'll simply invent some new humans, say maybe if I mixed them 
with cloud they would be technologically stabilized, and wouldn't even explode. 


And so the man in the cloud gathered some dirt from between his eyebrows, 
mixed it with plenty of cloud, and brought it to life with his RX modulator. The 
first few results glowed a little at the fifteen hour mark, but they were still 
inherently stable. The man then tried to increase the cloud to dirt ratio. This 
decreased the glowing slightly. (He could not make the people entirely out of cloud 
or they wouldn't solidify.) "Eh, good enough", said the man to himself. He began to 
prepare to throw the people down to earth. 


Suddenly Odin rode by on Sleipnir, "Hae hvað i f jandanum ertu að gera! 
Bjóstu bara til fólk? Veistu að sprengingarnar á jörðinni voru bara flugeldasýning? 
Einmitt.", shouted the All-Father. "Huh", said the man who lives in a plane stuck in 
a cloud, quickly throwing his creations down to earth. 


The atmosphere was rather thin, and wind was sparse, so the creations fell 
rather quickly. They continued to gather speed until they collided with the ground 
to create a deafening thud. The man made deaf by this thud was none other than 
old Jimmy Mcallister. The creatures then peeled their flattened bodies off of the 
ground, and began to dance. And that was how the demons came to earth. 


Rekcah Krasnikov landed the Splin intside of the green hat space lair. The 
lair was located precisely above the international space station, but it had a special 
invisibility shield surrounding it. This shield was a lot less effective now that it 
was covered with grapefruit juice. "We are so glad that you could make it 
Rekach.", exclaimed Lord Green. ,"Now on to discuss your treason." Rekcah was 
brought before the grand council of green hats. The room was of a 1920's decor 
style, the wall was purple, and covered with drawings of blue hibiscus. Each green 
hat's chair was three times as tall as they were. And the room had a distinct odor 
of lavender. "OK," said Lord Green atop his extravagant throne. "Did you Rekcah 
Vlodimir Krasnikov, inform Bill Hawkington of the nature of the universe, and how 
he could destroy it?" "Yes", replied Rekcah. "OK, trial over, throw her into the lion 
pit." "Wait", exclaimed Rekcah. "I did this only at the behest of the authorrr." 


"The mighty author you did say?", replied Lord Green. "Whyever would he 
make you do such a thing?" "Moverever, do you have any proof?" "Why i'll show 
you some proof replied Rekcah" Rekcah then created a interdimentional portal into 
our universe using a stick. "She then grabbed Emmet Zev Harrington by the elbow, 
and took her with him." "What the hell am I doing in this story, I'm supposed to be 
writing it." "Mighty author, replied Lord Green with the greatest of reverence." 
"Is it true that you have made Rekcah Krasnikov reveal the powerful and dangerous 
secrets of the universe to the low-life commoner Bill Hawkington?" "Why yes I 
did." "In fact I can do anything that I want to do in this universe." 


"Is that so?" "Indeed." Lord Green's large throne then transformed into a 
giant eyeball that looked around the room. "OK, not guilty" Rekcah Krasnikov then 
threw a fireball constructed from a grape at Emmet. The fireball turned into a 
watermelon. "It is impossible for you to defeat me, as I am a god in your 
universe.", said a levitating and glowing Emmet Zev Harrington. "You will act as if 
my existence is unconciquential to the main plot stated Emmet." "And I am not the 
Administrator." Emmet then created a new wormhole to his own dimension, and 
left. 


"Ok, that was weird, perhaps we should look into who the Administrator is." 
“Naw'', said Rekcah Krasnikov. "Let's save that for laterrr chapterrr." "That 
works", said Lord Green. "Well, let's get down to business." "The 
space-nazi-pirate-communists are stealin all of our eyeballs." "Just last week I 
woke up and realized that mine were gone." "We have decided that we must 
infiltrate their base, and take back our eyeballs from the giant eyeball vat." "And 
of course, by we I mean you, due to the fact that we here never do anything but sit 
around and ask you to do stuff." 


"Why should I help you?", “Arre you going to pay me or something." "Why 
yes indeed." "We will pay you three shekels per space-nazi-pirate-communist 
helmet that you bring back to us." "Anyway, here are the teleportation 
coordinates." "Teleportation make you be dead", stated Rekcah. "Then it creates 
clone." "Yeah, fine whatever." "Here are the cosmic coordinates." Rekcah fired up 
the splin, flipped on the hyper-jets, and blasted off at ludicrous speed. This 
unknowingly to her, destroyed the green-hat headquarters and killed everybody 
currently inside of it. However, due to the fact that the council of Green Hats 
routinely killed themselves whenever they teleported(They could be recreated 
from their teleportation scans.), and that the base routinely decayed and had to be 
recreated every 15 hours, this didn't really matter much. 


Ranger Larson began his hunt like a hound, or swine looking for a mushroom, 
by smell. Ranger Larson could smell a man three times better than a grizzly bear 
could, and he was very good at tracking the source of the odor. He had once 
caught a criminal who was disguised as a teenager by the smell of his mercury 
amalgum dental fillings. He had this ability due to the fact that he was one-third 
demon. He started his search by the bank that had been laser blasted apart by 
the recoded rock. Larson crawled upon the ground sniffing, and tasting his 
surroundings. Suddenly, he came across a variation to the smell of burn cement, it 
was a single knuckle hair. 


Larson carefully picked the hair up, and put it next to his nose. "Yup, this 
definitely doesn't smell like any of the security guards, i'd say ive got a start." 
Larson followed the smell across the sidewalk, and it led him to all of the other 
banks that had recently been robbed. Then he followed the smell some more until 
he got to Target. "Yeah, some guy who smells just like that hair youre holding was 
just here.", replied the cashier. (Who was also part demon.) "He done bought all of 


our stuff." "Hmmm, what could he want with all of this stuff?" "Perhaps he just 
likes to throw his new money around." Larson continued down the street tracking 
the odor until he came to Bill Hawkington's house. 


"Knock, knock, i'm the bounty hunter sent to track you down", said ranger 
Larson grinning and cracking his knuckles. "Wanna have a fight?" It soon became 
apparent that Bill Hawkington either wasn't home, or didn't give a shit. Ranger 
Larson suspected that it was the latter. Larson didn't carry a warrant on him, and 
as he was a man of the law, he decided to just wait outside of Bill's door until he 
came out. Larson waited and waited for 12 consecutive hours. And at the end of 
this, Larson knocked on the door again. This time, a thrumming electric rebounding 
sound was heard. 


Suddenly, a giant wormhole-like thing erupted from the center of Bill's 
house. It looked just like you would expect a giant science-fiction wormhole to 
look like. It had a swirling red energy circle surrounding a pulsation radioactive 
nucleus. Random currents of high energy plasma ricocheted off of it constantly. 
If Larson had not been such a tough guy, he would have died in an instant, but 
instead he only slightly grimaced. "What is the meaning of this?" he shouted above 
the electric storm. This was met by no reply. Then Bill Hawkington arose from the 
current, looking much like Emmet did in the previous chapter. "I know this can't 
last long." He stated in a deep resounding voice that seemed as if it were a loud 
echo. "But I can have a great deal of fun when it does." Bill then shot off into the 
statasphere, laughing to himself. Ranger Larson had a small second degree burn on 
his right cheek. 


"I am going to hunt that bastard down", he pledged. "I just need to figure 
out how the hell I am going to do that." Larson could do some magic, but he wasn't 
nearly this powerful. Specifically, he wanted to learn telekinisis so he could fly like 
Bill. Larson then went down to the local "phychic". She was currently teaching a 
spoon-bending class. The mighty ranger paid five bucks to the doorman, and joined 
in. "Bend!, bend!", shrieked the so-called psychic in a high pitched raspy voice. She 
then proceeded to put both of her hands on the spoon, and proceeded to bend it. 
She then continued to do this two more times. "See, see, the powerful spirit has 
aided me to bend the spoon using my magical mind power!" "But, I can bend this 
spoon without saying bend, or concentrating, said a fourth grader who was taking 
the class." 


"That is simply ridiculous", she replied. "No human can possibly be strong 
enough to bend a spoon using only their hands without also using spirit." "Metal is 
incredibly strong, spirit is very powerful." "See how you can't bend that knife? 
Watch me bend it using the spirit!" The "psychic" then put both of her hands on 
the butter-knife and pushed very hard. She tried this four more times. "Perhaps 
the great spirit feel's as if it has done enough bending for me today," she replied. 
Thirty minutes ago Ranger Larson had figured out that this class was bullshit, and 
left. 


Larson then tried to fly by missing the ground as he fell. He had gotten this 
idea from reading the Hitchikers guide to the galaxy books. First he tried jumping 
off of a short hill. He could not distract himself before he hit the bottom. Then 
he tried jumping off of a short building. He still could not distract himself from 
the aproaching ground. Finally, he tried jumping off of the Empire State building. 
When he hit the ground he fell unconscious. Larson sat up. "Hmmm", Larson said 
to himself. "I appear to be dead." "No matter, I shall shake it off." 


Larson then shook out the pockets of his dead body to reveal a small package 
wrapped in leather. He unwrapped it to reveal a wooden box, inside of the box was 
a banana leaf. He unwrapped the banana leaf to reveal a small blueish purplish 
berry. This was a powerful fruit called the zoran-qausar voodoo berry, it had the 
ability to bring the dead back to life. It was found only in the dense jungle of 
Resheka in south Mesoamerica. Larson popped it into his mouth and began to chew. 
As he chewed, he felt a current of power running through his soul as he slowly 
drifted back into his body. When he opened his eyes, he felt perfectly healthy and 
five inches taller. Larson suddenly got a new idea. "Perhaps if I consume a lot of 
yeast I will be able to fly" . Larson then went down to the Mah-Zeh-Dahr bakery 
and ate all of the yeast. He had gained seventy pounds, but he was not able to fly. 


Larson peered about the landscape, his belly full of dough. He spotted a 
couple of pigeons fluttering around. "Thim boids seems able to fly." "Maybe if I 
eat a lot of them I will gain their power." Ranger Larson then ate fifteen of the 
pigeons, but he was even farther away from the ability to fly than when he had 
eaten the seventy pounds of yeast. Ranger Larson then gaised into the sea. "Why 
silly me, of course I cant fly", "Byrds are the fish of the sky." "I must truly feast 
myself opon the fish." 


Ranger Larson jumped into the Ocean, grabbed four fish with his bare 
hands, bit off their heads, and sucked out their guts before swallowing them whole. 
"Mmmmmm" As Ranger Larson swam back to shore, he noticed a piece of rebar 
that was lodged into his skull. He grabbed ahold of it, pulled it out of his head. 
Suddenly the ranger was not such an idiot. 


Bill Hawkington had been sitting in his apartment atop a pile of cash the size 
of four mattresses. "Jolly, this is fun.", Bill exclaimed. Then he heard a loud 
knocking sound at his front door. Bill did not care about this. Either the person at 
the door could not enter without a warrant. Or if they had a warrant Bill could 
easily defeat them with his laser-rock. Bill began to play a video-game. The game 
was called the revenge of Osiris, and its plot functioned around fighting an evil 
edgptain god named Set. As Bill played the game, he frequently marveled at Set's 
great power. "I wonder if I could be like that somehow using coding." "I mean I 
could, but I would explode after fifteen hours, and that doesn't seem like the way 
to go." Bill managed to kill Set in the video game by knocking him off of a bridge 
into a lava pit. "All right!" Bill began to do a celebratory dance. 


Set snuck up behind him, and stabbed him in the back with a switchblade. 
"You forgot to destroy my clone bay.", laughed the evil entity. "Now I can have 
your eyeballs all to myself." A big GAME OVER flashed across the screen. "Damn 
it" "Wait, hmmm, cloning." "I think there might be a reality destabilization code 
for that." Bill pulled up his pdf document and found it. Bill typed 
clonechamber#05660436keu7io into his RX modulator. A large booth appeared 
where his bathroom once stood. It contained 400 cloning pods. Each one was 
silver, and had a glowing red cap on the top of it. Bill carefully added a bit of his 
DNA into the DNA extractor machine, and watched in interest as a clone of him 
began to form. It started with the nervous system, then the skeleton, then the 
muscular system, and finally the rest of the body. "Yay, it worked", "Now to make 
myself a god." 


There was no one specific code to make oneself into a god. Sure, there were 
varius codes to give varius things different physics, but these were simple things. 
They were designed not to crash the system, and nobody (save for Steve Jobs who 
was still floating around somewhere) had actually given themselves superpowers in 
Teria before. Bill decided to change that. First, Bill tried to replace the names of 
the objects in the reality destabilization codes with his own name. This worked to 
some extent, until it was apparent that after a mere thirty minutes the special 


abilities would simply transfer from Bill onto the nearst object the code was 
initially intended for. 


"That's no good", Bill thought to himself. The code to make oneself into a 
god has to be around somewhere. Suddenly, Bill got a confounding new strategy. 
Instead of typing known reality destabilization codes into his RX modulator, he 
could simply type in random codes until one of them worked. This was an incredibly 
stupid strategy, as there were over eighteen billion possible codes that you could 
type into an RX modulator. Bill was from Chelm. By complete coincidence, the very 
first code that Bill typed in happened to work, and he soon gained the abilities and 
powers of a god. This may have been due to the fact that an improbability field 
might have leaked into this book from another one by Douglass Adams. 


Bill gleamed with pride at his accomplishment as his body swelled up with 
cosmic energy. Bits of iron, and copper sparked from his fingertips. His thick 
eyebrows glowed a deep goulish red. Such an extraordinary feat of technology had 
completely destroyed Bill's RX modulator (and ripped a small wormhole where it 
once stood). But Bill didn't care. He could create a new one with a few seconds 
thought. “I'll have fun flying around being a god, then i'll come back to it later", 
though Bill. "Everything will be fine." 


Bill flew up through the roof of his house, laughing to himself. There was 
nothing that the police could do to stop him at this point, and he could steal all of 
the money that there was in the world. Bill flew over to the Federal Reserve bank 
in New York. This trip took him a mere fifty minutes. This bank was highly 
fortified, and contained some 6,190 tons of gold. The part of it that contained 
most of the gold was some eighty feet below the surface of the earth. There 
were large steel vaults containing the gold, and there were large cages surrounding 
the gold once you were inside. This bank contained literal tons more gold than Fort 
Knox, but they also did public tours. 


Bill signed up for one of these tours. His tour advisor Anna, explained how 
everything worked. "This is the vault where we have all the gold", said Anna 
cherilly. The group was then led into a giant vault containing many gold bars. The 
gold glistened coldly under the fluorescent lighting. "Feel free to take some of the 
bars for yourself, but be warned our guards have high degrees of marksmanship." 
"I feel that I shall give it a go," said Bill. Bill reached under his comically oversized 


trench coat, and pulled out a wooden RX modulator that he had constructed from 
scratch using his god-like powers. 


Then, he remembered that he was basically a god now, and didn't really need 
to use such a thing. The one unfortunate effect of the constant use of a powerful 
RX modulator was short-term memory loss. Bill simply snapped his fingers, and the 
large steel cages surrounding the gold were anailated. This shot many beams of 
powerfull gamma-radiation throughout the air. Bill noticed this once he realized 
that his head was on fire. Bill shook it out. Using an energy force field, Bill 
grabbed 71,000 gold bars, and flew out from the roof of the bank. With this 
much gold he could easily buy himself a small country. He flew out to the Cayman 
islands, and bought one of them for himself. "Hmmm, what next to do?" "Perhaps 
I shall rule the world." Bill then used some of his vast riches to purchase an army 
from Kazahstan. He gave all of them their own RX modulators, and began to 
instruct them on how to use them. "To become a god.", stated Bill simply. "All you 
have to do is type we4iotwo4 9uhiptu4f rgiaejoios;lgnosirknonrssrrheiteweegio into 
your RX modulator. This will make you a god for fifteen hours." "After these 
fifteen hours are up, you will lose your god powers forever." 


Bill then lined his army up to storm the UN's main meeting buiding. He 
figured that once he controlled that, the entire world would see his great powers, 
and surrender without a fight. The vast Hawkington army mounted upon their 
faithfull steeds, and journeyed the long distance to the UN capital. Once they 
arrived, they took out their RX modulators, and looked over to Hawkington for 
their command. Then Bill Hawkington exploded in an enormous ionized plasma 
annihilation, and (as if you couldn't tell) died. 


Rekah Krasnikov arrived at the space-nazi-pirate-communist headquarters. 
The headquarters was located to the right of the planet Jupiter near the big red 
swirly thingy. The headquarters itself was shaped like a big metal skull, with a 
disembodied rotating swastika under it. This was connected to the rest of the 
headquarters via a magnetic field. The upper part of the skull was layered with red 
and white tiles that formed the image of a hammer, and a sickle. The Splin 
smacked right into the side of it with a loud juicy thud. This noise startled the 
two space-nazi-pirate-communist guards who were floating directly outside of the 
entrance to the headquarters. They had previously been insulting each other's 
Nazi mustaches. 


One of the guards with the darker, firmer moustache assumed that the 
other guard had accidentally fired a shot from his plasma cannon, and punched him 
in the face. The other guard assumed the same thing, and likewise punched the 
first guard in the face. "Warum hast du mir ins Gesicht geschlagen, Arschloch?", 
questioned the first guard. "Weil du deine Laserkanone abgefeuert und mich 
erschreckt hast", replied the second guard. "Ich habe meine Laserkanone nicht 
abgefeuert, du hast es getan." "Nein, hast du." "Nein, hast du." 


This stupid conversation had given Rekcah plenty of time to sneak past the 
guards, and get to the front door of the space station. The door was very smooth, 
and shiny. It smelled of chromium, and there was no doornob, or keyhole. 
"Password", requested the door in a deep rebounding robotic voice emitted from a 
rusty old speaker. "One, two, three, four, five.", replied Rekcah. "Affirmative", 
replied the door. It began to slowly slide open with the sound of creaking metal. 
"Hey, dass Person steigt ein.", said one of the gaurds. "Ich wette, dass es daran 
liegt, dass Sie Ihre Laserkanone abgefeuert haben.", replied the second guard. 
They commenced hitting each other again. The door finished opening the rest of 
the way, and Rekcah jumped in. 


The corridor that this door led to was very slippery, and dark. It seemed to 
Rekah that the onion juice from the splin had at least temporarily shorted out the 
power to the space station. She wondered how long it would be before the 
space-nazi-pirate-communists got the power running again. Suddenly Rekcah 
realized that someone was following her. In fact, somebody was. It wasa 
space-nazi-pirate-communist of about fifty. He had steel-gray hair, wrinkly purple 
skin, and penetrating yellow eyes. Rekcah believed that she recognized those eyes. 
She did, they were the eyes of Lord Green. "What purrrpose you have to steal 
eyeballs of my boss?", questioned Rekcah. "Oh, I just wanted them", replied the 
wrinkly purple space-nazi-pirate-communist. "There was no real good reason to 
steal them, my other eyeballs were perfectly good." 


The space-nazi-pirate-communist then began to shoot at Rekcah with an 
AR-15. Rekcah ducked, and ran down the corridor. Eventually she came to a 
wooden door that was studded with many a rusty nail. She quickly grabbed ahold 
of the rotting handle, and pulled it open. Inside, the room was very large and 
spacious. It smelled a lot like a Kaiser medical hospital. There was mysterius 
robotic equipment lying around the place. There was also a large clear vat 
containing a large throbbing mess of cells. There were many tubes attached to 


this mess of cells, with buttons attached to them. Rekcah was curious as to what 
the machine was doing, but she wasn't going to stick around to find out. She ran to 
the back of the room, (which was a good half mile away) and ducked behind an old 
vending machine. 


Coincidentally, at this exact moment, two space-nazi-pirate-communist 
scientists walked into the room. For some reason these particular 
space-nazi-pirate-communists didn't speak German, but instead spoke English with 
a funny accent. "As you kan see, ve haf began to haf success, in ze kloningkt uff ze 
fuhrrrerrr. Howeferrr, ve kannot klone eyeballs, ourrr schcientist haf had nein 
luck in zat field due to ze fact zat zey arrre lazy asses. To kompensate furrr zis ve 
schtolen many eyeballs frrrom ze Interrrnational kodingkt grrroup known as ze 
Grrreen Hats. Once ze fuhrrrerrr iss done beingkt kloned, ve kan simply gife him 
his pick uff eyeballs frrrom zis bag." 


The space-nazi-pirate-communist then held up a bag that appeared to be 
constructed from some kind of woven metal fiber. As he said, inside this bag there 
were many eyeballs. Rekcah observed the bag with interest. The 
space-nazi-pirate-communist scientist talked about boring logistical stuff for a 
few hours, then he left the room. Rekcah Krasnikov got on all fours, and quietly 
creeped after them. The space-nazi-pirate-communist scientist walked down the 
long dark hallways for many miles. Eventually, he came to a room that was full of 
other space-nazi-pirate-communists. He shook the bag that was full of eyeballs in 
front of them. And they jumped up, and down, cheering with delight. "Say, vho's 
zat behind you?", questioned one of them pointing to a dark form that was hiding 
behind the space-nazi-pirate-communist scientist. 


All eyes in the room turned to Rekcah Krasnikov. The 
space-nazi-pirate-communists slammed the door shut, and pulled out their AR-15s. 
Rekcah Krasnikov began to attempt to fight them off, however there were just too 
many of them. Rekcah got shot five times, and fell to the ground in a slump. 
Suddenly a new, interesting, and strange energy began to pulsate throughout 
Rekcah's body. She felt good and fit again, but it also feeled somewhat like she 
was being controlled. With her newfound power and energy, Rekcah jumped up, and 
began to punch the space-nazi-pirate-communists. They still fired their bullets at 
her, but this didn't seem to matter much anymore. She quickly fought her way 
through the crowd, and found the space-nazi-pirate-communist scientist with the 


bag of eyeballs. When she got to him, she kicked him in the pants, and socked him 
in the jaw, taught him how to dance to the "Turkey in the Straw '' 


With the sack of eyeballs in her hand, Rekcah felt very triumphant. 
However she still realized that the wrinkly old purple space-nazi-pirate-communist 
still contained the eyeballs of Lord Green. Without these, he would be very upset. 
With unrealistic speed, Rekcah dashed out of the room, and into the corridor that 
had led to it. After she had kicked the asses of all the 
space-nazi-pirate-communists, Rekcah had also become much more observant of 
things. For instance, she could somehow notice that there was a 
space-nazi-pirate-communist hiding behind the soda vending machine, even though 
she couldn't really see him at all. She beat him up and took his hat. As she 
continued down the corridor, she finally noticed the form of the wrinkly 
Space-nazi-pirate-communist. 


She sped up her pace, and tackled him. Then she took out his stolen 
eyeballs. Rekcah smashed a few more random objects and crates throughout the 
space station for no apparent reason, and then she was about to leave. “Hey wait a 
minute," she thought to herself. “I can't let them continue to clone Adolf Hitler." 
Rekcah walked back to the clone chamber. This time with an ax in hand. When she 
arrived at the rotting door this time, she didn't even have to pull the handle. The 
door just collapsed down in front of her. Rekcah crept in, and began to destroy 
the fancy cloning machinery using her mighty hatchet. As Rekcah continued to 
break stuff, she began to realize that there appeared to be the form of a giant, 
somewhat robotic creature that was coming closer to her. The mysterious 
creature stepped into a beam of light, and Rekcah finally saw what it was. It 
appeared to be an enormous cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist. The 
enormous cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist held a large AR-15 in his left 
hand, and an already lit bomb in his other hand. His face appeared to be 
constructed from a fusion of metal, plastic, and just a tiny bit of flesh thrown in 
for good measure. He was eighteen feet tall, and smelled like burning computer 
bits. He began to charge. 


Now at this point Rekcah could have just taken a couple more swings at the 
cloning pod containing the clone of Adolf Hitler, however she felt a nagging feeling 
that she had to defeat this monster to leave. Rekcah began the fight by swinging 
her ax at the side of the cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist's head. When 
she did this, it was discovered that this may have caused slightly more damage to 


the ax than to his head. The cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist countered 
this attack by grabbing Rekcah by the arm, and throwing her ten feet against the 
wall. Rekcah quickly managed to peel herself off of the wall before the 
cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist could kill her with his giant metal foot. 
Rekcah then decided on a new strategy to attempt to cause damage to the 
cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist. She nimbly ripped off a clone tube 
that was connected to the large mass of cells that was going to be Adolf hitler. 
And doused the cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist with gallons of weird 
slimy clone juice. 


This of course pissed the cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist off. 
With newfound fury and determination, he suddenly remembered that he was 
holding a bomb. He hurled it in Rekcah's general direction. It hit her in the head. 
This knocked her out somehow, and inspired a weird dream. In it she was an 
incredibly knowledgeable scientist by the name of Claxon Mark. Claxon Mark had 
studied for months and finally boarded the magnificent ship of her creation. It 
had silver jets and a giant harpoon. As Claxon raised her purple head to the sky 
and fired up the engines, a cheerful grimace appeared on her face. She was about 
to save the world. 


It is told that 79 years ago in the early days of humanity, there was a 
mathematician by the name of Bert. In his time, Bert was the third smartest 
mathematician to ever live, after Einstein and Charlie Chaplain. He often used his 
great knowledge of math for personel benefit such as playing the stock market and 
entering complicated lotteries run by simple-minded and incompetent people. 
Because of this, he became quite rich and happy, content that he could continue to 
run his life like this forever. However, one night as he was doing his evening 
calculations a sudden realization struck him. In a mere eighty years, due to the 
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the sun's inner core would collapse, causing a massive explosion that would destroy 
the entire solar system. 


Frantically, Bert tried to devise a theorem to solve this inconvenience. He 
worked on it constantly for months before he created another theorem proving 
that it would take fifty of him(at his current progress rate) two millennia to 
complete it. He decided to create an artificial intelligence so vastly powerful that 
it could solve any mathematical conjecture in the entire galaxy. He did, and then it 
didnt care. "Why should it matter to me if the sun explodes?"it questioned him. 

"I am all knowing and can outlive its destruction." The artificial intelligence then 
transmogrified into a flying egg sandwich and teleported away. Bert tried again 
and had rather similar results. Finally, having given up on synthetic processing 
units, he decided to turn to organic life forms. 


"What do you mean the sun is to be destroyed in thirty years?" Spoke, the 
National Council of Scientists. (It had taken him a while to create the first and 
second artificial intelligences.) “I mean start working!" Bert replied. They did. 
Their first attempt to preserve the sun was an utter failure.(In fact they managed 
to shorten its life by one year.) Still, since they would all die if they didn't 
continue, they refused to give up. Finally they were able to engineer the perfect 
plan: Find someone else to dump the problem onto. And so they did, a young 
scientist by the name of Claxon Mark. 


Mark was rather purple for a person. She had been so all his life. Why was 
she purple? She did not know, however, she suspected that she was an alien 
mutant, (or perhaps consumed too many purple fruit candy snacks). She was also 
highly intelligent, having completed a sudoku at age four. It was also discovered 
that people turned purple after hanging around with her for long periods of time. 
(Perhaps this was due to her purple fruit snacks that she was constantly handing 
out.) Her teaching skills were legendary, having previously taught a physics class 
to a chicken who later won a prize from an organization founded by the guy who 
invented dynamite. In other words, the perfect sceintist for the job. 


"Let's start this meeting "spoke Claxon to the group of scientists and 
weirdos the National Council of scientists had pulled together for the,"Save the 
earth from being exploded by the potential supernova that will happen in four 
weeks," program. "First, we all need to understand exactly the consequences of 
the sun's rapid increase in entropy in four weeks. "Will it continue to run like 
normal?."replied a program member by the name of John Lennot. "No it will 
explode in a massive supernova killing us all." Simon Grux snapped back. 


"Well, how do we stop it?", questioned Deruv Dent. "It's simple: We apply 
the effect of Maxwell's demon." "What's that?" "I'm telling you." Maxwell's 
Demon is a method of reducing entropy which is causing the sun's core to collapse." 
"It works like this": A microwave cavity encodes quantum information about a 
superconducting qubit and converts information into work by powering up a 
propagating microwave pulse by stimulated emission. "Oh I see", The entire group 
agreed. We should totally build one of those 


And so they began to work. The first part of constructing a Maxwell Demon 
was to construct the complex circuitry that could measure the smallest quantum 
entropy reactions. They did, however they soon discovered that they were 
changing the quantum information by observing it. To solve this problem they put a 
piece of duct tape over the screen that told them quantum entropy levels, and they 
were good to go. Then they constructed a microwave cavity powered by a nuclear 
fusion reactor that Claxon had constructed from an old projector case. After this 
was built they plugged the machine into the government's most powerful computer. 
They turned it on. They then sat and watched as the Maxwell's demon machine 
slowly, and laboriously slightly reduced the entropy in a rather miniscule grain of 
sand. 


“Crap!," yelled Deruv, "Why won't this machine work faster?" "Well I did tell 
you that it was a way to reduce quantum entropy," Replied Mark. It would take an 
astronomical amount of energy, and the warping of physical laws to have this 
effect function on the large scale. "Why do we even have to destroy the sun's 
entropy to prevent its explosion? '', Requested Simon. "We could always 
redistribute its entropy into another substance." "If it had too high of a density 
though, it too would surely explode," stated Deruv. 


"I have an idea", Mark said. We could have the introductory substance be a 
powder to help spread the entropy lightly across a large amount of space." "What 
powder does earth have enough of that we could use to absorb the sun's entropic 
energy?" "There isn't one, we'd have to make it from something we could make 
without using too much of our planet's energy." "I see what you're saying, a kind of 
plant matter perhaps?" "Which powder producing plant can grow in four weeks?" 
"I know, Saffron!" 


As the world may have come to an end otherwise, it was much easier than 
normal to gain the supplies they needed. In order to absorb enough entropy from 


the sun's enormous mass of 1 999 * 10°30k9 the purple scientists had to obtain a 
literal mega-tonne of Saffron seeds, which by market estimates, would have cost 
upwards of five trillion dollars. However, since the world was coming to an end, the 
US government just raided Canada and gave them the cash. 


With the necessary funding obtained, Claxon and Grux purchased the 
supplies and resources needed to grow the rather large amount of saffron seeds, 
then started to work on their spaceship. In order to get it completed and launched 
by the three-week deadline, Mark had to substitute cheap parts for many of the 
spaceship's interstellar functions. 


For example, instead of using an anti-gravity radon beam to prevent Mark's 
ship from being attracted into the sun by a gravitational field, Claxon decided to 
have her ship shoot a harpoon in the earth as a stabilizer. She also replaced the 
High-Tech Nasa brand life support system with a few dozen high pressure scuba 
tanks and a space heater. She duct-taped a few discount jet engines to the sides 
of this contraption, and boarded it. Grux, and the rest of the crew at mission 
control meanwhile sent Mark an email telling her they were ready for the launch. 
They then stereotypically counted down from ten, and sent the spaceship into 
orbit. 


Now that she was in Interstellar, Claxon Mark decided to observe her 
surroundings. She took a peek out of her window and gazed into the vast 
emptiness of space. She then observed one of her jet engines tear itself off from 
her ship and tumble down to earth as a flaming molten meteorite. "Oh well I guess 
I have six of those '', Claxon thought to herself. Her level of concern did rise 
abruptly however, when she observed that her six remaining jet engines were 
rapidly running down their fuel reserves. To keep the rockets running Mark hooked 
a few of the extra oxygen tanks to the fuel supply, this proved sufficient until 
Claxon arrived at the sun. 


Claxon opened the window of her spaceship and gazed at the sun's 
magnificent beauty. It then occurred to her, if she were to preserve it she ought 
to be quick. As a safety precaution she soon fired the giant harpoon at the earth. 
Then, she waited ten minutes for it to get there. During this time Claxon had got 
the enormous saffron hose out, and began to distribute the mega-tonne of saffron 
powder evenly across the surface of the sun. She then looked at the powder and 
saw it absorb much of the excess entropy from the sun, buying them 43 more 


years. Having observed that her mission was a success, Mark returned to earth by 
means of climbing down the harpoon cable. The End. 


By and large, the bomb that landed directly next to Rekcahs head probably 
Should have gone off by now. However, for some weird reason when Rekcah 
Krasnikov fell asleep this time, it was as if the whole rest of the universe was put 
on pause. The instant the Rekcah awoke, the bomb was going to go off in three 
seconds. She grabbed ahold of it, and chucked it at the 
cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist. It somehow traveled up the barrel of 
his AR-15. The bomb then decided to explode, destroying the entire left side of 
the room, as well as half of the cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist's arm. 
This caused him to begin to leak blood, as well as many other hydrolic fluids. He 
charged. Somehow by pure luck, he happened to trip on a piece of iron rebar that 
someone had left lying on the ground for no raison. With his great momentum, this 
sent him flying with a great velocity across the room. 


His head collided directly with a large glass case containing a 
self-destruct button. Underneath the button were the words, "DO NOT 
PUSH UNLESS YOU REALLY, REALLY MEAN IT!" A twenty-five second 
countdown then began. Rekcah Krasnikov hacked at the cloning machinery 
with her hatchet a few more times for good measure, then she started to 
flee the room. She was almost out of the doorhole when the 
cyborg-clone-space-nazi-pirate-communist grabbed her by the foot. "Yer 
gonna die here vith me", he said, grinning slowly. Rekcah quickly got out a 
can of spinach, consumed its contents, and kicked him through the ceiling. 


Rekcah ran through the corridors at triple speed, jumped through the 
space window, got into the splin, and shot off before the self-destruct 
button could count down to one. The side of the 
space-nazi-pirate-communist space station blew up in a fiery blaze, spewing 
hot bits of moten metal that fused to each other. Safely another galaxy 
away by now, Rekcah Krasnikov smiled to herself. Lord Green was going to 
be very happy. 


Philip Godson woke up, smashed his alarm clock, and was immediately 
ready to start his day. Like most of the kids in Palm Beach, he had no 
friends, and his parents totally ignored him. So, being the ostrasized child 
that he was, he decided to spend the vast majority of his free time staring 


at a screen playing video games. Unlike many other children like him who are 
always buying new television sets, and recently released reality escaping 
electric bricks, Phil didn't have a whole lot of money. In fact, he didn't really 
have any money at all. To do his hobby, Phil simply went through people's 
garbage cans, and pretended that he was collecting computer parts for 
e-waste. Through this method, Phil was usually able to either find or 
construct a functional computer every five to six months. These computers 
would usually last about nine to eleven months or so before they broke. 


As the orange crack of dawn appeared, Phil was already in the middle 
of one of his favorite video games, where he played as a worm that had 
superpowers. He had just finished killing a bunch of different sprites, and 
was about to fight an evil goldfish in an epic boss battle. Phil cracked his 
knuckles, and stuck his thumbs in some ice water. He had been waiting for 
this exciting moment for a long time. The power supply then suffered a 
brief remodulation, and Bill's forty-seven year old computer crashed. "Shit", 
yelled Phil, banging his head on his coffee table repeatedly. "Now I'll never 
know what happens next." "Oh well, I guess I shall hunt for new computer 
parts to construct a new entertainment system." Now for any kid, and 
especially for Phil. This was much easier said than done. 


Before the year 2026, hunting through the local dump for computer 
parts was hard enough. There were alligators lying behind every corner, as 
well as a few failed corrupted Boston industries robots with shotguns. But 
after the invention of Zartharium processing units, scavenging the local 
dump had been getting harder, and harder. The story goes like this; Once 
opon a time there was an exceedingly stupid man by the name of Sam 
Bankman Freid. He used many marketing scams to trick people into giving 
him their real money in exchange for some little fake numbers that were 
stored on a computer hard drive. Through this nefarius process, he soon 
became incredibly rich, and began to take on many a risky investment. The 
thing is, he used the people that he tricked's little fake numbers to do it. 
Eventually some people found out about it, and everybody tried to take back 
their little fake numbers from Sam's hard drive. This caused Sam's company 
to collapse, and he was thrown in jail. It also made the little fake numbers 
even more worthless. The aftermath of this had a lot of people scrambling 
around. The dumb people who had purchased the little stupid fake numbers 
were trying to figure out how not to be broke. One of them tried to make 


people believe that a box of wire and circuitry was intelligent. That it had 
feelings, that it could write stuff, that it could create art. This hype 
inflated a bunch of stock for a bunch of different companies for a little 
while, but it quikly died down as the box got worse and worse at doing stuff 
by trying to learn things from itself. The next thing that these idiots tried 
was marketing an implantation device known as the MB 66. 


This device was a small silver chip that was directly wired to the 
implantee's neurons, via titanium galvin wires. The device let you enter a 
virtual mindscape that was full of weird shit that people had "created" using 
the aforementioned box(they were trying to bring it back.) People had fun 
in this simulation for a little while, building things by telling an AI to do it. 
Playing video games, taking drugs. Then somebody realized that since 
peoples brains were connected directly to the internet, they could probably 
design some sort of computer virus that could literally infiltrate peoples 
heads. The first guy to do this was called Jerry Hogart. He had a base in 
Nigeria called Liquid Data Drive Industries that invented the first brain 
computer virus known as Claren. Claren was introduced to the internet in 
2025, and promptly took over all of the people who were currently using 
their MB 66's. It then formulated their bodies in a computer program that 
Jerry could use to control them by using simple dragging of their body parts 
across the screen. Within three hours, liquid data drive industries had full 
control over the vast majority of the human population. 


Jerry became much like Bill Hawkington. As one could expect, he too 
decided that he wanted to take over the earth. Now at first, it was pretty 
difficult to destroy Jerry's large armies. After all, they were constructed 
from the greatest soldiers, radar technicians, and lawyers that the world 
had ever known. The last one was particularly hard to defeat. The trouble 
was, everybody knew that the people in Jerry's army didn't really have a 
choice in the matter. They were psychologically controlled by the MB 66 
chip in their skulls, and to remove it would kill them. The lawyers that Jerry 
had taken control of repeatedly argued this in court. 


Due to this, the hoards of implantees continued to storm varius 
government buildings, and take control over them under the name of the 
great dictator Hogart. This continued to go on for a good year until a 
brilliant scientist by the name of Robert Sapolsky figured out how to put an 


end to it. Sapolsky argued that he had proved using neuroscience that free 
will of any kind was an illusion, and that therefore it didn't matter whether 
somebody was "controlling" them or not. This convinced many of the more 
intelligent people who had the nukes, and they decided to use them on the 
mind-controlled crowds. This was effective for a while. But given the full 
year of unopposed warfare, Liquid Data Drive Industries had been able to 
make some significant advances in the cloning process. This resulted ina 
massive army that was realeased along with Spaceballs 2 in 2026. Now you 
the reader here may be wondering a simple question. "Where the hell did he 
get enough food for all of these people?" The answer to that is simple. He 
installed his new clones with solar panels. He also gave them the ability to 
fly somehow. 


Well, the government nuked these new clones as well. But that just 
made them more powerful. It came to a point where the last government 
building to not be invaded by the clones was The White House itself. The 
U.S. government was just about to surrender, when president Freid realized 
that he had one more trick up his sleeve. "You know that alien attracting 
faster than light Casimir wormhole plasma-beam that NASA and the CIA 
collaborated to make in the 1970's?"Freid questioned the secretary of war 
Lloyd Austin. 


"Why of course I've heard of it.", Austin replied. "Every government 
intern knows about that thing." "Well let's use it and see what happens’ ', 
Freid replied. The evil clones with their bat wings, and glowing red eyes had 
reached the White House at this point. They snarled, bearing their 
glistening white teeth as they slowly scratched through the thick marble 
that formed the White House walls. Lloyd flipped a switch in his lefthand 
pocket, and the president's desk began to open up with a bunch of whiring 
clicks. Up rose a large red button. The president pressed the big red 
button that he had on the top of his desk. Far away, but still within sight, a 
large sliding door attempted to open. This would have opened just fine, had 
not a bunch of big fat Liquid Data Drive Industries clones been sitting on top 
of it at that exact moment. 


They began to dance, chew tobacco, and sing about whiskey. The 
president repeatedly began to press the red button. This time he used 
great force. "You know, pressing that button a bunch of times won't actually 


make the sliding door open any faster", replied Austin. The president 
continued to press the enormous red button for a few more times, before 
slamming his head on the purple button directly above the red button in 
defeat. 


Ironically, this caused him to succeed, as a large steel laser pointer 
quickly shot up out from the closed door. Breaking through it, and impaling 
one of the clones that was sitting on top of it. The plasma pointer then 
began to shoot hot pulsating blasts of plasma into the atmosphere through 
the stratophere, and into outer space. Meanwhile, some aliens around 1,000 
light years away were currently watching television. Some 80-ish years later 
the FTL plasma-laser beam reached them, and projected a large printed 
message on the surface of their planet. “YOU ARE HEREBY INVITED TO 
VISIT THE WONDERFULL PLANET EARTH". Read the message. "COME 
AS YOU ARE." When the aliens received this message, they were delighted. 
They had previously assumed that they were alone in the universe, and were 
glad to be proven otherwise. Nearly the entire population set to work on 
inventing a spaceship. They had all decided that this was the single most 
important thing for them to produce. By applying their superior minds to it, 
they completed the ship within five years. By the wonderings of old, this 
ship somehow looked exactly like Claxon Mark's. 


Now this was no run of the mill spacecraft. It wasn't just something 
that a government made sixty years after landing on the moon(that somehow 
didn't work despite ridiculously more advanced technology). This was a near 
indestructible post light speed machine. It also had a tractor beam 
attached to it. Now, many people think that it is scientifically impossible for 
anything to travel at a speed exceeding the speed of light. The more 
something speeds up through spacetime, the more mass it gains, and 
therefore more energy is required to accelerate it. However, there isn't any 
reason that you can't contract the space in front of you to make it shorter, 
and expand the space behind you to make it longer. This essentially, would 
mean that the universe would be moving around you rather than you moving 
through it. The aliens used the Casimir negative pressure effect to expand 
the space-time behind them, and took off. The stars stretched, the stars 
turned many funny colors, and the universe turned to plaid. 


Now at this point, the aliens were going roughly 7.692 times faster 
than the speed of light. At this rate they had assumed that it would take 
them about 130 years to reach earth. Right? Wrong. It turns out that they 
had completely ignored a very important factor. The speed of light (Ina 
vaccum) has an absolute velocity, no matter how you are observing it. This 
led them to arriving in the past, (from the earth's frame of reference.) I 
Shall explain this using some charts. We shall begin from the earth's frame 

of reference. 

j 


im. ue 
light | “Space 


"us: 


i | m | - AS you 
can see from this chart, we are portraying the earth as a relatively immobile 
object that is moving through time, but not space,(from this frame of 
reference). 
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drawn the speed of light a: as a 45? angle that is emmited from the year O 
(1026). 


Here, I have drawn an imaginary copy of earth that is precisely one-thousand light 
years away to show how it takes light from the first earth one thousand years to 
travel there. As you can tell, it is in the same reference frame due to the fact 
that it is moving the same speed through space as the earth. 


Now it is time to add the alien planet Norgo into the mix. It just so 
happens that (relative to earth) the planet Norgo travels at near the speed 
of light(so slightly less than 90°), and has a large elliptical orbit that takes 
it right next to our planet roughly every two-thousand years. So for this 
you would draw the time axis stemming from earth. However due to the 
speed of light being an absolute velocity, you would draw Norgo's own space 
axis flipped around the null line. 
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Got all that? Okay let's keep going. Now that we understand how 
messages through space and time look on this graph, observe the original 
FTL (Faster than light) message sent by the earthicans in the year 2026. 
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As mentioned above, this took about 80ish years to arrive on planet 
Norgo. Nothing seems that strange about this graph yet, but when the 
Norgonauts send their FTL spaceship to earth weird shit happens. 
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AS you can see above, when the Norgonauts send their FTL ship to earth, 
they somehow have appeared to have arrived in earth's past. 


The mechanics of how this works are more apparent if you tilt the 
graph. You can see that the Norgonuats have traveled at a 8° angle toward 
the earth from their space axis. This is equivalent to travelling at 
5,158,255,200 miles per hour. Or 7.692 times the speed of light. 


When the aliens arrived on earth five hundred years in the past, 
they were thoroughly confused. This was for a variety of reasons, 
however one of the biggest reasons was why earth looked like a giant 
fireball. You see, the Norgonuat aliens, intelligent as they were, didn't 
really fully understand complicated physics. This was largely due to the 
fact that in their rush to hurry to the planet earth before the 
civilization that sent them the message collapsed, they had cobbled 
scientific equipment together with only a minimum understanding of 
what it did and how it worked. Like mentioned above, the aliens had 
little to no understanding of absolute velocity, special relativity, or 
quantum mechanics. But, they had realized how to warp space-time 
using general relativity, and that pushing two thin plates close together 
can generate negative energy. This was good enough for them. One of 
the side effects of their quick math was however, that the superluminal 
space time bubble that carried their ship through space had hit a bunch 
of stuff. 


Now normally this wouldn't have been such a big problem. After 
all, outer space is mostly empty space. An example of this is if you 
threw three grains of sand into an empty Cathedral or Synogue, the 
building would have more stuff in it proportionally than most sections of 
the universe. But if you travel over the ridicolously large distance of 
say 1,000 light years, you are going to hit some stuff. Sure, most of 
the things that you hit are just going to be small particles of space 
dust. But if you keep adding it up, (and maybe throw in a few medium 
sized asteroids), you are going to result in a large amount of matter 
travelling with you that has a ridiculously large amount of energy. The 
Norgonuats had somewhat thought of this problem, and decided to 
protect themselves inside the spaceship during their journey using a 
repulsive space-time energy warp field. 


When they arrived at their destination(the earth) however, the 
very high energy radioactive blue-shifted P+ region particles that had 
accumulated on the outside of the space-ship had to go somewhere. 
They decided to go off of the front warp field of the ship, and onto the 
surface of the earth. "Well this sucks", said Grobber as he came to 
this exact realization. "What the hell should we do now?" "I think that 
we should either run away from, or battle that thing.", replied Noxin 


urgently. As he turned to flee, Grobber observed a large mutated 
glowing form rising up out of the nearby hill of molten ash. This 
creature appeared to be a giant alligator, except that it appeared to 
have a large round head and a long hooked beak. This creature was no 
ordinary weird mutant. It in fact happened to be the remains of a 
French plague doctor by the name of Cletus McFloridaman. Cletus had 
been on a long and difficult expedition to the Americas in pursuit of 


